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Foreword 


The Spring 1990 edition of the LJC Touchstone marks the fifth year of the magazine's 
publication. This year’s theme, “Sunlight and Shadows,’ has been explored through a variety of 


forms and ideas. 


On behalf of the staff, let me express our thanks for the many quality entries submitted. 
Each submission was critiqued by seven readers before a debating session during which the 
final selections were made. Anonymity was maintained throughout the selection process. 


As you read this ‘Sunlight and Shadows” issue, we hope you will sense the time spent and 
the emotions felt by both the contributors and the staff. 


Debra Driver Perkins 
Editor-in-chief 





CAMPUS by Ann D. Miller 
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About the title: 

A distinctive streak left on a black 
touchstone when rubbed with genuine 
silver or gold was a foolproof test 
which allowed ancient civilizations 
to trust using coins in trade. We trust 
that you, too, will find genuine 
distinctive elements of value in the 


TJC Touchstone. 
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Z There is a lake that has many mountains 
God’s Lake : ‘has many 
Guarding the peace its waters hold. 
. These waters capture the dawn’s first light 
by Damel le Pemberton Eternally storing the Sun’s rays of hope. 
The starry night sky reflects off the mirrored surface 
An inspiration of love for all who see. 


Whoever will take time to look deep into this lake 
Will find the peace, hope and love they seek. 


This vision cannot be stolen 
From the heart or the mind. 
It remains always, 

To be revisited, 


Time after time. 





Twilight: 
When the alpha sun 
bows 


to the omega shadow. 


by Catherine L. Starkey 





rece ol eh sree 


SUNLIGHT FALLS by kK. DeAnn Sutton 





Lady 
of the Day 


by Debra D. Perkins 


A Quandary 
by Ann D. Miller 


Understanding 
by Marilyn Coler 


As the sun comes up to start the day, 
She unfolds her beauty and grace. 
She stretches skyward to feel each warm ray, 


And sunlight bathes her face. 


Daylight fades and shadows creep in, 
She begins to feel rather lazy. 
She folds in her beauty, ‘til day dawns again, 


When the sunlight calls, “Wake up, Daisy.’ 


Sun steals the color. 
Blast it from the sky! 
Sun heats the image 
And sends its contours 
Waving on the horizon. 
Shut it off! 


Oh! Now I'm lost. 
The black is deep. 
The chroma zapped. 
Bring it back! 
Turn it on! 
Nope. 
Eden is closed for the day. 
Hey, wait! 
Steal the shadows from Time. 
He hoards them all. 
VES oo» UNERE... 
Dawn paints the colors 
And evening shadows please. 


Shadows— 
grays, blacks, muted 
images, hidden, 
shapes undefined, 
edges missing, 
outlines softened, numbness. 
Sunlight— 
colors, shapes, sizes, 
nothingness is somethingness, 
unfolding lines, textures, 
feelings 
insights 
warmth 
rapture 


Understanding. 


A Meadow a meadow, bright and crisp, 


stands still after a light morning’s mist, 
: an added touch of green 
by Jamte ee Morton as a weed does grow, 
as time goes by lazily, relaxed and slow, 
the birds chirp endless, 
over the foot high, dry grass, 
where grasshoppers, beetles and ants 
are active and restless, 
butterflies fly, deserting their cocoons, 
the soil still damp from the morning’s dew 
drinks in the cool, wet droplets of water, 
animals homes are heated 
by the sun’s shimmering rays, 
as the animals awake and rise 
to another warm and sunny day, 
today, a shadow of yesterday, 


in the meadow. 











MIST ON THE WATER by Betsy Haynes 





Sunlight 
of a Child 


by Glennis R. Berry 


Sunlight glints on the beautiful curls of the heads of my two little girls 


They bounce and laugh and giggle and play 


They think life is only for today 


I hope the shadows of sadness will never dim 


Their love of life and my delight in them 


Hiding in the Shadow 


Childhood is said to be a 
special time in our lives. A time of 
innocent, carefree days, spent 
laughing and playing. A time we'll 
look back on one day and say, 
“Those were the best years of my 
life!’ 

As children we all had imaginary 
monsters that hid under our beds 
at night. You could never let your 
arms or legs hang over the sides of 
the bed for fear that the monster 
would grab you and pull you under. 
Or maybe he was in your closet. At 
night you could feel his eerie 
presence lurking within the dark 
world that waited just beyond the 
door. Sometimes you’d swear you 
could see the doorknob turn and 
could hear his long talons 
scratching along the walls. So you 
would grab the covers and pull 
them over your head. For in the 
shadows of the night are all sorts of 
evil and wickedness. 

As I reflect on those early years, 
it’s not joy and laughter I recall, 
but loneliness, pain and crying 
myself to sleep. 

Sleep was something that didn't 
come easy and often the dreams 
and nightmares that followed were 
enough to keep you awake all night. 
But eventually, morning came and 
everything would be all right again. 

Or would it? 

For me, waking to a new day was 
worse than the night before. It was 
a reminder that I was tormented by 
a real monster, known to us all as 
‘Fear.’ I was a slave to the selfish 
desires of this horrible, devilish 


by Tommy H. Williams 


creature. Lurking in the shadows, 
waiting to attack and devour you 
like a hideous, starving beast with 
no mercy; I was the perfect victim, 
the ultimate sacrifice. 

Feeling rejected, I was always a 
loner, never quite able to fit in or 
be what people wanted me to be. 
Not smart enough, not athletic 
enough, not handsome enough, not 
rich enough; just not good enough, 
period. I learned early that in order 
to survive, I had to be what others 
wanted, not what I wanted. After 
all, who was I anyway? Just a stupid 
kid. 

[ went through the same motions 
everyday, hoping for acceptance 
from others, afraid of being left 
out. And “Fear” was always there, 
never abating. Day and night I was 
pursued by him. Always snickering 
and whispering behind my back, 
breathing hot sulphurous vapors 
down my neck, his fangs dripping 
of deceit and lies. His only desire 
was to control me completely. I felt 
so cheated, so deprived of 
meaningful relationships and 
happiness. Was this what life was 
all about? Maybe I was hanging 
around with the wrong crowd. The 
whole world just couldn't be as ugly 
and selfish a place as it seemed. 

As I grew older, | was even more 
disillusioned to discover'that 
society was a place where dog-eat- 
dog was the common attitude. For 
years I had pretended to be some- 
one I wasn’t, at times someone I 
even despised. All in the name of 
success and happiness, for “Fear” 


kept telling me ‘Life is a game, 
learn how to play it, be like every- 
one else, no matter what the cost, 
or else you'll lose. No one loves a 
loser.’ 

A loser .. . that’s what I was. 
Suffering the pain of rejection, the 
loneliness, the guilt of always 
blaming myself for not being 
accepted. When things went 
wrong, ‘Fear’ had always told me 
it was my fault. All those years 
standing in the shadows of others. 
Letting “Fear” control my every 
action. Longing to be accepted for 
the person I really was. I had 
pretended for so long, I didn’t 
know who I was anymore. 

Somewhere along the way I had 
lost touch with that person. Was | 
so awful that no one would like me, 
the real me? 

Night had come again, and 
within the dark shadows of my 
mind I could feel the numbing grip 
of ‘‘Fear’s”’ long sharp claws, 
pulling me down with his powerful 
strength and forcing his cold death- 
like hold upon me. 

“Suicide,” he said, ‘It’s your 
only escape. Soon the pain you feel 
will cease and it will all be over. 
You'll never have to be alone again. 
No one will ever reject or hurt you 
again.’ ‘‘Go ahead. . . do 
it!’ Then he smiled, and with a 
black, razor-sharp talon, he slowly 
cut through the veins in my wrist. 
Staring at his moonlit silhouette, I 
watched as he tasted the fresh 
streaming blood. I could see it 
dripping from his lips as he threw 





back his head and gave a fiendish 
laugh that came from deep within 
him. Thirsting for more, he looked 
deep into my eyes, his red cat-like 
pupils piercing through the 
darkness and | felt him cutting 
deeper. He had taken complete 
control of me. He had waited all 
those years for this moment and 
now he was rejoicing in his victory. 

As I felt myself growing weak, | 
realized ‘Fear’ had lied to me 
again, This wasn’t the end, it 
wasn't over, it was just the 
beginning. 

He would soon own my eternal 
soul and I would never be free. But 
now it was too late; I felt my body 
collapsing into unconsciousness. 
All I could hear were his chilling 
howls of laughter that seemed to 
echo into infinity, 

»ce God ,,s please... lnélip.. - 
me,’ I prayed. 

It’s been a long time since that 






dark and dreary night, and now I we 
wake each morning giving thanks 
for a new day, a chance to make a 
new start. 

“Fear hadn't won after all. He Nee yas 
was beaten and sent back to the : 





depths of hell where he belonged. I. A 
have a new companion now, his 
OMNES 1S SWS. 


Finally, I can be the real me and 


ie 


St ostaatin 


know I’ve been accepted by the one uae = = 
who matters most; Jesus Christ. He ao cer os 
is with me always and I'll never be “TORI” by Dale Harvell 
alone. I'm walking in the sunlight 





now and no longer hiding in the 
shadows. For in Christ, all things 
are possible. 

The victory is mine! 


[AM A WINNER! 


The Shadows Game 
by G. Paul Ray 


You are a child in a small town. You live in a pleasant neighborhood where all the houses look alike. 
Throughout the neighborhood are several children you and your sister play with in the tree-lined streets 


and the spacious yards. And in this year of 1976, when America is celebrating its bicentennial, times are 
good for you. 
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Twilight has slipped unnoticed 
upon the day, as you breathe hard 
from your game of chase. The smell 
of fresh-cut grass is in the air and 
there are chirping birds overhead 
and barking dogs nearby. You are 
very tired from playing chase all 
evening. But running about getting 
dirty and sweaty is your business. 

“Children! Come in! It’s time to 
come in, children!”’ 

That’s your mother calling you 
and your sister. By the time you get 
home and bathe, supper will be on 
the table. And that queasy feeling 
in your stomach is good, not just 
because you've managed for three 
evenings in a row to avoid getting 
caught while playing chase and not 
just because your sister has been 
“it” 11 times, but because its 
summer and times are good for 
you. 

You beat your sister to the porch 
where your mother stands with the 
screen open and a stirring spoon in 
her hand. You hop in your dad’s 
lap for a hug. It’s good to see him. 
He came home from work while 
you were outside playing. 

“Daddy, I didn’t get caught 
again tonight. Jenny was it’ three 
times tonight,’ you tell your dad 
and smile with the news. “And she 
couldn't catch me.’ 

“That's good!” Your father 
replies. “Now run on and clean up. 
Supper’s almost ready.’ He tousles 
your hair before you get out of his 
lap. 

Times are good for you. 

Jenny is your sister. She’s almost 
three whole years older than you. 
But that’s okay, because you can 
still run faster than she can. 

She’s in the bedroom when you 
walk in. It’s the bedroom right off 
of the living room and you share it 
with your sister. There are two 
queen-size beds in the room 
positioned strategically so that you 
can leap from one to the other 
quite easily. 

“Let me go first;’ Jenny says, 
talking about taking her bath. “I 
want to go help Mom set the table.” 


You don’t mind. You let her go 
first. And when she goes running 
down the hall to the bathroom, you 
hop up on your bed. You aren't 
supposed to do that when you are 
dirty, but the bed is good to relax 
on. 

Out the window you can see two 
friends riding their bikes down the 
street. The fresh scent of laughter 
seeps through your window pane. 
They re on their way home. You 
think it’d be neat to ask one of 
them over to spend the night. You 
could show them the new game 
you've been playing, The Shadow 
Game. You don’t even have to leave 
your bed at night to play it. You 
just 1magine the game with the help 
of the shadows. If you don’t like the 
way it happens, you go back and 
imagine it again. But then you 
decide to keep your game to 
yourself. 

By the side of your big bed, 
there’s a nightstand with your new 
radio on it. You turn it on. The 
piano sounds nice. 

You sing along and watch the 
darkening summer world outside. 
A sunset whispers across the 
evening leaving pink, puffy clouds 
against a pale blue sky. A gentle 
breeze caresses the swaying trees. 
There is the chorus of crickets 
outside your window: an incessant 
chirping, ... but you don’t mind. 
The sounds of unidentified insects 
pleases you, because to you their 
noise means it’s summertime. 

Your sister’s bath is over, and 
you have yours. Supper goes by 
quickly. You mix your corn with 
your mashed potatoes and pour 
ketchup over your chicken-fried 
steak. You speak with your mouth 
full and get in trouble a few umes. 
But, mostly, you listen to your 
father tell your mother how his day 
went. And you are glad about your 
life. Times are good for you. 

There’s a clinking noise when 
you scrape your plate with your 
fork. Having a full tummy is 
rewarding. You pat your belly, 
wondering if there is room for that 








cake you can smell in the kitchen. 
Your mother is an accomplished 
maker of cakes, and you are an 
experienced and accomplished 
eater of the same. 

Later that night you and your 
sister have gone to bed. Your 
parents kiss each of you before 
returning to the living room. As 
always, the bedroom door is left 
ajar so your mom and dad will 
know if you don’t stay in bed. The 
darkness of the summer night is 
broken only by the shaft of blue 
light from the television. It comes 
flickering through the opened door 
like a beacon cast out across the 
sea. The light runs across the floor 
and up and over Jenny’s bed. Her 
face is half exposed. 

The Shadows are ready. Your 
imagination is prepared. 

It is time now for you to begin 
The Shadow Game. 

In an instant the room seems 
alien to you. You are now in a 
different world than the one you 
played chase in earlier that day. 
Your room has been transported to 
some faraway planet and an alien ts 
lying in the bed across the room, 
pretending to be Jenny. The strange 
blue light seems more of a search 
light at a prison than the friendly, 
helpful beacon of moments ago 
that might have guided some ship 
to safety. 

You are alone with the creature 
who poses as your sister. The blue 
shadows that dance across her form 
disguise whatever she may have 
become. There is movement under 
the sheets of her bed, and you 
know it is no longer Jenny. She 
doesn’t move like that in her sleep, 
you tell yourself. With the aid of 
the strange blue light that brightens 
and darkens in the same instant, 
you can discern the straps of 
material wrapped abundantly 
around your sister. And there! 
There are the slits left for her/its 


eyes Kes! es: 

You are not fooled anymore. 
There is a mummy in that bed. No 
denying it. Shadows or no shadows. 











You decide your forefathers must 
have desecrated a tomb and put a 
curse on their descendants. They 
were greedy and now the hour has 
come that you must pay for their 
sins. But you don’t have any 
intentions of missing your Little 
League practice the next day. 

Reaching swiftly into the black 
abyss below your bed, you grasp 
your baseball bat and bolt to your 
feet on top of your bed. Now the 
mummy has stood up beside 
Jenny’s bed. The Shadows still play 
tricks on you. The Shadows want to 
convince you it’s Jenny. 

You know better. 

You must act quickly while the 
mummy is still tired from the 
centuries of sleeping in the blackest 
shadows of some ancient tomb. You 
bounce a bit to test the spring in 
your mattress, then leap across the 
room into the mummy. The two of 
you fall onto your sister’s bed, and 
you maul the mummy badly with 
the bat. You wrestle in and out of 
the blue light. You tumble in and 
out of darkness, as you beat the 
flailing mummy senseless. 

While he’s stunned by your 
brave and skillful attack, you 
proceed to unravel the weary 
creature. He struggles uselessly. 
Once you have unraveled him, there 
is nothing left. He was only a 
bunch of old material. 

Quietly, you tuck the wad of 
material in the toy box at the foot 
of Jenny’s bed and you hop back in 
your own bed. 

You're ready for round two. 

You see that Jenny, or something 
like Jenny, has been placed back in 
her bed while you were busy 
disposing of the unraveled mummy. 
There is a low rumble of a growl 
from Jenny’s side of the room. The 
darkened areas of her face seem to 
grow. Yes. The sunken hollows 
where Jenny’s eyes should be are 
growing as you watch intently. 
Almost instantly it becomes 
apparent to you what form the 
Shadows are taking this time. 
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You swivel your body over to the 
opposite side of your bed. Drawing 
back the curtain on your window, 
you see what you expected. A 
bright, full moon floats jeeringly 
over your neighbor's trees. 

“Darn,” you say. But you know 
what you must do. 

You remain calm and collected 
as you reach between the mattresses 
of your bed. Your gun ts there. Or 
is it called a revolver? It doesn't 
matter to you. All that matters are 
the silver bullets that you loaded in 
it before you went to bed. 

The Wolfman is fast and clever. 
He saw you reaching for the gun 
and he figured you had silver 
bullets, so he dashed out of the bed 
and into the shadows along the 
wall. Little did he know that you 
were prepared to deal with such a 
clever opponent. You thrust your 
other hand between the mattresses 
and produce a pair of night-vision 
glasses. The Shadows won't conceal 
him now. 

He saw you again and decided 
he must attack. He knows he’s been 
outwitted by a more resourceful 
adversary. You shoot him thrice as 
he crosses the blue beam of light. 
You cough very loudly to muffle the 
second of the shots. After all, you 
don’t want your parents—the 
aliens, you correct yourself—in the 
next room to hear you. 

Now you fear they heard your 
tremendous coughing. 

Bounding over the bed, you pull 
the bleeding Wolfman out of the 
light so the aliens won't see him if 
they come to check on you. The fur 
on the Wolfman is all matted from 
the blood and he’s wimpering 
because he knows you have 
wounded him fatally. You’d like to 
hang around and see who he turns 
into after he dies, but you haven't 
got time. You stuff him under your 
bed and hope that he wasn’t really 
Jenny. Then, you vault back onto 
your bed and pretend you are 
asleep in case your parents—the 
aliens, you mean—come to check 


on you. 

The Wolfman is still whimpering 
in pain under your bed. You can't 
allow that. You point your gun 
under the bed and fire one final 
shot disguised under one loud 
cough. 

This time, you hear the aliens 
coming. 

You guess you must have 
coughed loud enough to wake the 
dead. But you hope you didn’t. 

The door creaks. You feel the 
aliens intruding now. The darn 
Shadows have tricked you into 
disturbing the aliens. 

You fake being asleep and the 
aliens leave after a while. 

You open your alert eyes again. 
You are prepared for anything. 
Once again you gaze across the 
darkened room at the figure the 
Shadows would like you to believe 
is Jenny. When the body shifts 
under the sheets, you see the 
trademark, high, red collar that 
must be attached to a long, black 
cape beneath the sheets. 

That’s no sister the Shadows are 
concealing, it’s a vampire! That's 
okay, You know your trusty wooden 
stake and your crucifix are under 
your pillow. Besides, you 
fortunately were sly enough to have 
a glass of holy water on your 
nightstand. 

But, before round three of the 
Shadows Game can begin, the 
aliens shut off their blue search 
light, and the vampire disappears. 

You sleep. 

You sleep deeply. 

You sleep like the dead. 

Suddenly your mom wakes you. 
She has breakfast ready. You get up 
because you remember you and 
Jenny are going to the lake later 
that day. And you have Little 
League practice too. 

The golden morning sun is warm 
and friendly outside. It is still the 
year 1976. It is still summer. Elvis 
is still alive. And you can still run 
faster than your sister. 

Times are good for you. 


Kingdom 
of Shade, 


Palace of Tree 


by G. Paul Ray 


I Dashed here in 
A most frantic and calculated 
Departure. 


I Stole the distance from 


The shade of the sycamore that 


Stands by the side of 
My house. 


A Swiftly passing cloud in 
The far above sky 
Kindly cast a shadow for 
My trip across 
Open field. 


I Skipped along on 
Darkened patches beneath 
My palace-tree. 


Skillfully scaled to 

The first foyer-bough by 
Running up royal bark 
And branch. 


—_— 


A Knightly endeavor that, 
As King, I had 
Conquered each morn on 
Ascent to my throne of 
Shade. 


Think that 
His Highness shall choose to 
Recline now. 


— 


I Relax above 
A quiet, spacious domain of 
Shade and Sun and 
Of subjects. 


A Breeze to be 
My Queen, but I alone to 
Consider the motion of 
Birds in the air and their 
Silhouettes down there. 


No. 

Sunlight for 

Me. I only walk on 
Shadows, where I am King. 





Sunshine 


and Shadow 
by Ruth Guthrie 








UNTITLED by Stacy L. Smith 


Sunshine the beginning of a 
new day 

The start of a new journey 

The beginning of new hopes 
and dreams 


Shadows of things in the past 
The making of mysteries 
The presence of things unseen 


it 

















Falling leaves in the autumn, 


In Your Whistling winds blowing through the forest; 
The days grow longer 
Absence For the time you are away. 


by Sabrina K. The once Hiechincss of spring blossoms 
And the sunlight at early dawn; 
Ernsbarger Have left us with a cold stillness 


The way it feels without your presence. 


Winter draws nearer, 

The coldness of the days grow more silent; 
As the daylight grows shadowy 

The more your presence 1s unseen. 


As the absence of warmth still remains, 

The day to see you at times looks bleak; 

Then at the change of seasons, 

The sun begins to filter through the blossoming trees 


And the need to see you again is not so far away. 


From bright light to subtle shadows the 
Shadows of 


glow of caring ebbs and flows 
K y forever scarring an asymmetrical pattern 
Nowing of wear along the face and spirit. 
There are remnants of frustrations 
by J. Scott Bryant burn-out etched in deepest heartfelt 
despair. The answer to WHY ts missing. 
It echoes in the caverns of guilt 
with screams of throbbing wantonness 
that singles the tender leading edge of 
compassion’s senses. What must be done? 
A question as old as creation demands 
action. It heralds the death of 
old actions and ideas to make way for the new 
understandings of limitations—self-imposed. 
Necessity is a vicious taskmaster that will 
not be thwarted by intent’s desire. Be 
still my child and fear not the call of 
the sticky tarness of human frailties. 
The seasons reveal themselves in their own time. 
one very much different from the other. 
Such is the lesson of nature: 
to accept the movements of new requirements. 
and to die to those periods of content so that 
the dawn of realization’s wisdom can 
blaze a new day of being. 
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The golden shimmer 
lines the sky 


Sunset from 
an Airplane “5. 


© The clouds like cotton | 
Window | 


softly lie 





Beneath the airplane’s wing 


by Ruby B. Stanton 


Darkness steals on } 
as a shadowy thing 
The cerise and purple streaks 


make patterns like mountain peaks 


The shadows and colors fade ) 
The darkness begins to show 
The lights outlining | 
The city far below 


Written in an airplane just before reaching Nashville, 
Tennessee. Oct. 28, 1989 at sunset. 


e . O 
: ntitled I wake up as the sunlight streams through my window 


and it’s as if I have been with you; 


an still fee =afeSs@siz 
by Lorz Hansen I can still feel your Caresses and 


the tenderness of your voice as you 
speak words of love into my ear. 





The kiss seems too real 





to have only been a dream. 





But it is only a dream, and as I awake 
I must face the mistakes that we made; 


The promises that remain unfulfilled 
because I no longer trust you. 


And so we are left with only our dreams—shadows 
of what once was... 
and of what might be. 
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A Sense of Wonder 


Have you ever watched a child at 
play? He looks at the play object 
intensely, touches it gingerly and 
then explores it on all sides with 
gentle curiosity. Have you ever 
caught a glimpse of yourself or 
another adult trying to get the 
child’s attention? Your face is tight, 
and drawn, with furrowed brows. 
Your eyes are angry, your voice 
sharp and your words impatient. It 
is useless to try to hurry play. It 1s 
as if the child and his toy are frozen 
in sunlight and we in shadows. 

[ remember when, in college, | 
studied the German philosopher 
Schopenhauer. Play, he said, was an 
integral part of the learning 
process. The vision of the child at 
play is one of intense concentration 
and total absorption in the 
moment. 

It was Rachel Carson, a pioneer 
in the struggle to save the en- 
vironment, who said it in a way 
that I would be able to remember. 
In an illustrated essay, ‘A Sense of 
Wonder,’ she told of nature walks 
with her young nieces and 
nephews. What amazed her most 
was that the experiences that they 
felt most valuable were those that 
she did not remember at all. They 
talked about catching fireflies at 
night in an old jar, watching them 
glow in the dark and then letting 
them go free, and of the smell of 
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by Elaine Graybill 


the damp woods and the color and 
feel of mushrooms. The adult, she 
said, needs to recapture the natural 
curiosity and the spontaneous joy 
of discovery of the child. This she 
called a sense of wonder. 

I found Carson's book at a time 
when I was getting serious about 
buying books for my own children. 
Her advice encouraged me to choose 
these books carefully. Over the years 
I have developed my own sense of 
wonder and count “The Giving 
Tree,’ ‘‘ The Velveteen Rabbit” and 
“Charlotte’s Web” among those 
books responsible for it. 

Who could forget the generous 
tree that gave the child its shade to 
rest and refresh himself, wood for 
his house and boat and its stump 
to sit on in his old age? The tree is 
a symbol of unselfish giving and 
unconditional love. Who can forget 
the conversation between the 
Velveteen Rabbit and the Skin 
Horse that tells us that to be real is 
to be worthy of another’s love and 
to have a higher concept of self: 

“Real isn't how you are made,’ 
said the Skin Horse. “‘It’s a thing 
that happens to you. When a child 
loves you for a long, long time, not 
just to play with, but REALLY loves 
you, then you become Real.’ 

“Does it hurt?”’ asked the 
Velveteen Rabbit. 

“Sometimes.” For he was always 


Untitled 
by C. Beth Crelia 


truthful. “When you are Real you 
don’t mind being hurt.” 

I must admit I have a soft spot 
for Charlotte, the little spider who 
concentrated all her energy on 
making a web that would save 
Wilbur’s life. She kept her 
exhaustion and the fact that she 
was dying hidden from her barn- 
yard friends with the beauty of her 
creation which “‘glistened in the 
light, and made patterns of 
liveliness and mystery like a 
delicate veil.” 

Although I have looked in 
libraries and bookstores, I cannot 
find Rachel Carson’s book. I was 
beginning to think that I would 
never be able to replace it when a 
gift arrived in the mail. It was “All 
I Really Need to Know I Learned 
in Kindergarten” by Robert 
Fulghum. 

I opened the book in the middle, 
and began to read at random. 
Robert Fulghum’s answer to the 
question, Do you ever have a 
low?” caught my attention. He said 
that he took out his headphones, 
and listened to Beethoven, which, 
for him was the “‘sun of summer in 
a deep, spiritual winter.’ I turned 
the book over, and there on the 
back cover, staring at me in 
boldface, was the last entry on his 
list of principles to live by: 


BE AWARE OF WONDER 


Raim ialllg , . . 

Wind shrieks .. . 

The tide rushes in 

To wash away my tears 


Refusing to drown in my own sorrow 
I leave my mark on the dunes 
Taste the salt of my skin... 
Shake the sand from my hair .. . 
I from the sea 
Water, my love 
How you sooth my soul 


At-one-ment 
by Elaine Graybill 


It is noon. 

Without wanting to, 

we are one. 

We feel the clods of earth 
beneath our feet, 

and cast a single shadow. 
But the light is too much, 
and we, too vulnerable. 
Then, wanting to, 

we turn in shame, 


cover the soil with walls 
of darkness, 


and it is not enough, 
And, without wanting to, 


WE are NO ONe. 








SHADOWS OF BURDEN AND WORSHIP by G. Paul Ray 











Sunlight and shadows 
Dapple brightly costumed trees: 
Autumn styled yard goods. 

by Carolyn Hendon 


With uplifted arms, 
barren trees reach to embrace 
the winter dawn. 


by Elaine Graybill 
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A U h d I’m standing in a crowd, 

Nn nnear listening to silence’s every word. 

Cr It tells me of a bird nestled in a tree, 

of like a child in his mother’s arms. 
b A . G / It reminds me of cars rushing by. 
y) nua ON ZALES People going places, no one knowing why. 

I turn around and the silence 1s gone, 
like wandering shadows in the night. 
[ hear your voice whispering afar, 
almost gone, yet it’s here, something like star. 
Sometimes I wonder why you waited so long, 
to tell me all you had to say. 


Iaromllyseeene 
I could have heard you yesterday. 


Rain Falling. 
Too Busy Northerly Breezes. 
Changing Colors. 
| by Larry N. Chambers Falling Leaves. 
Birds Calling. 
Sun Setting. 


Busy People, 


Raking Leaves, 
Kids Playing, 
Seeing Without Seeing, 
Music’s Playing, Can You Hear? 
Day Ends, Without Notice 


Nature’s Calling, 
Is Anybody Listening? 





Thought Step softly now... . 


no sound, no breath, 


Sh adows no movement of the wave. 


The stillness must contain the moment 


by Ann D. Miller a 


The shadows. 


What spots my soul 
must be dimmed now 
to the eye of any who can see. 
The dark must contain my thoughts 
I hide 


In the shadows. 
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Samuel 
by G. Paul Ray 


Shadows in 
the Sunlight 


by Missy Finneran 


Samuel stood in the sand 
and 
stared at the setting sun. 
The sound was the lapping 
sound was lapping 
the lapping 
slapping on the 
sandy shore of the sea, where 
satient waves 
wrecked and 
retreated from 
the 
sandy shore of the sea. 
The sight was the shimmering 
sight was shimmering 
the shimmering 
glimmering of the 
slick surface of the sea, where 
a slender streak 
of sunlight shone across the 
slick surface of the sea 
straight from the sun to 
Samuel. 
A beckoning pier of sunlight 
formed with brilliant delight 
in the way the moonlight 
might, 
later that night, 
create the same sight. 
So Samuel set sail to seek the 
sunlight, the 
way some seek their dreams at 
night. 
And he thought it was the 
Good Fight he 
fought: chasing a thing that 
could not be caught. 


Signs of graffiti written on the wall. 

I sat on the cold hard floor in the hall. 
I looked out the door to the sunlit street. 
I thought of past struggles and defeats. 
I’ve stood in the dark shadows before, 
But something pulled me to the door. 

I looked and then walked outside. 

I knew then I had nothing to hide. 

I looked at my shadow on the ground. 
It did not move or make a sound. 

I now look in my shadows of the sunlight. 


They are full of my laughters and delights. 
ity 
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ME AND MY SHADOW by Shaun C. Marshall 





Shado Bade 
by G. Paul Ray 


His real name was Maynard 
Godfrey, but the world knew him 
as Apollo. One in 10 teenagers in 
America had painted tHeir 
bedrooms in homage of his art. 
The statistic of the percentage of 
kids who wanted to paint their 
rooms in Shado Badé fashion was 
substantially higher. But, the 
generation gap, as it was know to 
do, stifled parental consent. 

It was June when Apollo flew 
into Dallas to set up a Texas-sized 
version of Shado Badé. His coming 
to Dallas was a phenomenon that 
gripped the whole state. The man, 
simply put, had superstar status. 

“This isn’t the eighties,’ Apollo 
told his financial backers. ‘““This is 
the nineties.’ 

Whatever universal wisdom the 
financiers thought he was or wasn’t 
sharing didn’t matter. What 
mattered was the Almighty Dollar. 
And that’s exactly what they were 
going to get for this exhibit. 

The Apollo hype was of dynamic 
proportions. And the money he 
made was of dynamic proportions, 
also. He had made a wealthy living 
off his “one night stands.’ 

The “one night stand”’ comment 
came from an Apollo interview 
with Tzme magazine. “‘“That’s the 
sort of affair it is;’ he explained. “I 
breeze in at sunset with my paint, 
and I’m outta there at dawn. That’s 
the beauty of it. Its creation is 
contained in that amount of time.’ 

The Texas exhibit was special in 
many ways. A unique one room 
building had been constructed to 
Apollo's specifications on the site 
of an old parking lot between the 
Dallas Museum of Art and The 
Meyerson Symphony Center. The 
building would remain to house the 
Shado Badé as a piece of the 
permanent collection of the DMA. 

Also, Apollo had publicly 
announced this would be the last of 
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the Shad6 Badé creations. He 
explained he would disappear from 
public view and return with the 
“next big thing?’ That was the 
plan. 

To add an extra dimension to the 
magnitude of this particular Shado 
Badé, the theme was going to be 
Apollo himself. A self-portrait was 
a fitting finale, he thought. 

All in all, he had a healthy take. 
Including the designing of the 
building, the fee from the 
sponsoring corporations who were 
eager to have their logos near the 
entrance, the on-going percentage 
of ticket sales and the initial 
commission, Apollo would easily 
make four million. Not bad for a 
night’s work. 

The parking lot was crowded 
when Apollo arrived. Fans were 
anxious to get a glimpse as he 
made his way into the building. 
They rushed up against the police 
barricades and elbowed each other 
for a better position. 

Mostly, the people who had 
brought tents and beer to camp 
outside the Shado Badé Building 
were dedicated art students from 
area colleges. There were also 
screaming groupies. 

Apollo was a handsome, young 
man. His long blonde hair had a 
parking lot full of imitators. His 
body was that of a gymnast, and 
his money was a bottomless pit. 

What girl in her right (albeit 
awe-struck) mind didn’t want 
America’s favorite bachelor? 

Apollo knew one of the girls in 
the crowd who wanted him. He 
hadn't seen her, but he could feel 
her presence. A year earlier, she had 
come to an exhibit of his in 
Manhattan and told him she loved 
him. At that time he was Maynard 
Godfrey, and he was poor. 

The girl said she had the power 
to make him famous. She said she 
could bring him fame and money if 
he would marry her. Apollo had 
laughingly insisted that she prove 
her claim. Once he was famous and 
wealthy, he would marry her. 
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But, of course, Apollo denied 
that his success had anything to do 
with the strange girl. After 
becoming successful, he told her 
that he would never marry her. All 
she told him was that he’d be sorry. 

Inside the building was a case of 
cold Cokes and a white room. A 
compact disc player had been 
hooked into a speaker system. 
Under Apollo’s instructions, 
Samuel Barber’s ‘‘Adagio’’ was to 
play throughout the night and 
during open hours. 

The way a “‘one night stand” 
went, Apollo instructed models and 
positioned bright lights behind 
them. He traced the silhouettes that 
sprawled across floor, walls and 
ceiling. Sometimes the models were 
nude. Sometimes they weren't. 

Some of the creations evolved as 
narrative scenes. Some were multi- 
colored, and some monochromatic. 
An occasional Shado Badé had the 
room painted and the figures left 
white. It all came down to the 
mood of Apollo on any particular 
night. 

Tonight the routine would vary 
slightly. MTV held a contest to 
select Apollo's lucky helper. It had 
been one of those “‘call the number 
on the screen and be the one- 
hundred and seventy-second caller’’ 
deals. The big procession with the 
lucky winner arrived shortly after 
Apollo. There were cameras and 
lights everywhere. 

He was surveying the room with 
a Coke in hand when the lucky 
winner walked into the building 
unescorted by cameras. Vincent 
was from a small town near Los 
Angeles. He was 18 and a friendly 
sort. Apollo took a liking to him 
right away. 

‘Hi.’ Apollo smiled as he spoke. 
“Tt’s you and me tonight, kid?’ 

“Hello;’ Vincent shook Apollo's 
hand as he introduced himself. 
“My name is Vincent Rogers, and 
I'm a big fan of yours.’ 

“Great! It’s nice to meet you, 
Vinnie.’ Apollo didn’t think this 
contest bit would be a fiasco after 


all. ‘Grab yourself a Coke and join 
me.’ 

“We're plannin’ the final Shado 
Badé, Vinnie’’ Apollo was staring 
at the walls as he spoke. It wasn’t a 
typical four wall room. That 
wouldn’t do for Apollo’s purposes 
tonight. 

The south wall angled in toward 
the ceiling at a fifty degrees before 
it shot up perpendicular to the 
floor and joined the ceiling. The 
east wall was bent in the middle. 
Two different planes went out in a 
V-shape to the corners. The ceiling 
sloped down toward the east. The 
west wall consisted mainly of a 
divider that separated the Shado 
Badé from the foyer. The north wall 
rose up plainly to the ceiling. 
Apollo would begin on the north 
wall, as he always did. 

“T think this'll be a nude 
tonight,’ Apollo spoke into the 
south wall. Vincent was staring at 
the ceiling when he heard this. He 
wasn’t sure what he should say. 
Vincent wasn’t altogether certain 
what his function was to be, but, he 
knew he wanted his function to be 
a clothed function. 

After a pause, Apollo spoke 
again. This time he was facing the 
east wall. ‘But, none of that 
tasteless stuff I did for that woman 
in Chicago. Not a graphic as the 
Boston job, either’ 

Vincent sipped again on his 
Coke. ‘“‘What do I do?” 

“Well, Vinnie, my boy,’ Apollo 
began, as he unbuttoned his shirt, 
“you just trace what you see.’ 

For a little over the next two 
hours Vincent traced off the 
figures. Apollo would pose himself 
and position the light, and Vincent \ 
would trace the outline of the 
shadows. Sometimes Vincent 
needed the ladder to trace the 
shadows that went high on the wall 
or spilled over onto the ceiling. 
There were small shadows and large 
ones. Some of them crisscrossed. 

Apollo chose to stop the shadows 
where the walls met the floor. He 
liked it better when the silhouette 


went all the way to the feet of the 
figure, because the exact location of 
the model was designated on the 
floor. But, there'd be too many 
people walking on it. It wasn’t like 
the temporary exhibits he was used 
to designing. 

Vinnie walked out right after 
midnight. He was under an oath to 
keep his lips shut on the particulars 
of the Shado Badé. The press 
would have to wait till the opening. 

Apollo grabbed another Coke. 
He sat down wearing his white 
pants and relaxed a bit with the 
music before he got up to paint. 

Keepin’ it basic, boys.’ It 
seemed as though he was talking to 
himself, but not in the conventional 
sense. He was really talking to his 
shadows. 

Outside, the noise over Vincent’s 
emergence had died down. 

Inside, Apollo worked at a fever- 
ish pace, pausing sporadically to 
stroll around the room and check 
his progress. The shadows were all 
black this time except for the 
instances where shadows over- 
lapped. The overlapped zones were 
left white. The only other color was 
in the largest shadow that 
consumed the eastern wall and 
reached across the ceiling to part of 
the southern wall. It was a bright, 
blaring red. 

Apollo drank another Coke. 
There were three Cokes left when 
he dipped his biggest brush in the 
red paint and dashed about the 
room slinging red in splattering 
blotches here and there. 

It was 6-ish when Apollag was 
finishing off the last Coke and saw 
the first movement. It was peri- 
pheral. It was a quick movement 


like a bird had fluttered to a nest in 
the ceiling. His head darted, but 
there was nothing there. Just 
shadows. 

He listened to the music and the 
revelry outside in his favor, It was 
certainly a pleasant (and 
profitable!) life that Apollo was 
leading. He smiled. He thought 
about the strange girl that had 
promised him fame a year earlier. 
Then, he thought he saw movement 
again. He looked to the ceiling 
where there had been the shadow of 
an outstretched arm moments ago. 
Apollo stood up quickly and 
dropped his Coke. 

Did that thing just move? He 
wondered. Then, I can’t believe I just 
asked that. 

“Of course it didn’t, Dummy. It’s 
a painting of a shadow.’ 

Apollo did a mild job of con- 
vincing himself he had painted the 
shadow that way. He bent over and 
gathered his brushes, which was 
something he never did. He had 
quit cleaning up his own messes 
after his first big exhibit. 

When Apollo stood back up, 
there, on the western wall, a 
shadow was crawling upward. Yes! 
Crawling. Like a human! 

They were all moving! Some 
shadows walked and some slithered 
and distorted themselves like 
amoebas. 

Apollo screamed. 

He looked on in amazing terror 
as his painted shadows gathered on 
the ceiling in a swirl of black and 
red. It happened so quickly. Apollo 
stood in the center of the room 
with a brush in his hand for 
defense and a lump in his throat. 

“WHAT IS GOING ON!?” He 


screamed louder than he had ever 
screamed in his life. 

He looked down at the roll of 
paper towels. Next to it was a 
bucket of turpentine. Apollo 
grinned the grin of a crazy man 
and seized the bucket. He thrust it 
upward so that all its contents 
poured out across the ceiling. 

When the turpentine splashed 
into the red and black swirl, there 
was an inhuman, unearthly screech. 
The paint rippled like a pool of 
blood. Some of it dripped down to 
the floor with the turpentine. 
There, it trembled and vibrated in 
its strange act of locomotion 
attempting to make it back to the 
wall or ceiling. 

Apollo screamed once more. He 
felt some vessel burst in his neck 
under the strain of the shout. 

‘WHAT IS HAPPENING!?” 

He sank in a whimpering hump 
near the western wall. Above him, 
the mass of shadows began to spin 
in a celestial manner. The red 
began to separate from the black, 
as Apollo watched through teary 
eyes. In a lethargic, liquid manner, 
the red paint, that had once been a 
red shadow, dripped down the 
eastern wall in long streams. The 
streams warped and reached to join 
together. 

Apollo was bawling now. 

The streams of blaring red paint 
began to take the shapes of letters. 
Words. Three words to be exact. 

Apollo trembled violently as he 
read the wall: 

HA! HA! HA! 

Outside the party continued and 
the sun came up. That was the 
beginning of the end of Maynard 


Godfrey. 


Pa 








Love ina 
Distance 


by Sherée D. Crawford 
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SPIDER AND SHADOW by Allan Collins 


As the tears roll down the crevices of my face, 
raindrops drip slowly from the leaves outside. 
Shadows of darkness control chambers of my heart, 
with feelings of sadness I can no longer hide. 


Happiness is recreated with love from your smile, 

moments of tenderness are just a mere word away. 

Precious times spent together are eternally cherished, 

with hopes that your sunshine continues to brighten each day. 


Yet, we occupy two separate and opposite sides of the world, 
which lets the shadow creep back when we are apart. 
Loneliness and memories soar rapidly through the mind, 

an emptiness within the soul finds a new place to start. 


But no matter how hard and trying each occurrence may seem 
God conquers evil and makes the rainbows appear. 

You are my destiny, what I want and have always desired. 
Together we are one; never apart, but forever near. 


>) 


Passages 
by Noamie Byrum 


Sunlight 
and Shadows 


by Nina G. Smith 


Dark 
and Light 
by Stuart W. Clark 


Cocoons and snakeskins 
abandoned in the night; 
Tender, trembling 
aching in the light: 
Pain is a space 
between two places 


of belonging. 


Subdued is the tempestuous heart 
till sunlight ignites the flame; 
bursting into an inferno 


not to be contained. 


Suddenly darkness comes, 
flames flicker, the fire dies; 
shadows cloud the heart 
Why? Why? Why? 


The day began to fade from sight, 

As sunlight drew its earthy breath. 
The trees now gray from jade delight 
All seemed to mourn its echoed death. 


Yet stars rejoice this passing life, 

It brings their view before us bright. 
So with this death has come no strife; 
The moon becomes the sun at night. 


The darkness rules but half a day, 
While light is king at least as long. 
Although to some, dark seems to stay; 
And lingers in an evil song. 


A song unlike a bird might sing. 
Perhaps it’s like a snake might hiss. 
Seducing them by offering 

A bite of life’s eternal bliss. 


Eternal bliss is just a myth. 

There’s nothing that’s all good or bad. 
We have to take the pleasure with 
The pain, the anguish and the sad. 


So when the sun gives way to gray, 
And dark begins its dreary reign. 
The stars come out from moonlit spray 
To shimmer on that widest plain. 


While all but time has gone to sleep, 


We dream our dreams and hope our hopes. 


For in the morn’ our souls will keep, 
The fears we face against the ropes. 








Purgatory 
Morning 


by Amy Evans 
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I wake to a black sunrise. 

My days are night, and my nights are endless. 
A tortured soul forced to roam in darkness. 
Never seeing what lies before me, but always 
knowing what lurks behind me. 

I am surrounded by other aimless souls, 


but there is no companionship. 
There is only the shared feeling of eternal blackness. 


The shadow comes over me like 


: D) 
Hangin a shroud, 
covering me in coldness. 
(Is) Tough I can feel the earth turning 


and I am dizzy from the spinning. 

Will the shroud hold me becaus 
by Betty Nelson i jroud hole cause 

am 

falling 

or will it tear, the gauze thin 

from so much weat. 


The shadow speaks to me, 

telling me words I cannot hear 
but I feel the anvil punch and 

It 

am 

trying to hold on. 

Let me see your face, I cry. 

Let me know what you are. 

Are you pushing me over the edge 
or are you pulling me back? 


Help me hold on because 

I 

am 

falling. 

I will hold on to you 

and turn you from shroud to armor. 
Protect me, please, because 

I 

cannot 


fall. 





What Those 
Thoughts 
Brought 


by ‘Tamvah L. 
Southwell 


The Shadow 


by Patrick H. 


Dunavin 


I feel so dreadfully dead 

The things inside me head 

Have discovered my heart. 

They keep going round and round— 
Until they travel down 

And rip my spirit apart. 


Why do we think thoughts? 

They can't be sold or bought— 
But hauntingly they are there. 
They seem to test our soul 

Just when we think we’re whole— 
We find that no one cares. 


Those loving lips that smile tell lies— 
Covering those wicked thoughts that hide 
Behind deceptive laughing eyes. 

The truth is lost forever it seems 

For no one admits to thoughts unclean— 


Denials refuting damage done by wagging tongues. 


If only the thoughts would stop— 

But they take hold and lock 

Their deadly grasp so strong. 

They push and pull my heart so hard— 
My entire existence is jarred, 

And all emotions flee. 


My eyes reflect the blankness I feel 

When I look at those who used to heal 
My spirit with their love. 

Oh, those thoughts love to find 

A gentle heart, loving and kind 

And somehow try to justify their presence. 


Those thoughts cause eyes to find and see 
Things that aren’t and will never be— 
But they don’t care that they cause pain. 
So gentle hearts, their innocence spent, 
Must guard the scars without relent, 
Hoping time will bring relief. 


I am a shadow, dark and cold, 
Waiting, anticipating the fervid sunlight, 
Which will sear my greatness. 
Until, the moon and its allies 
cover the glare 


with a soothing blanket of darkness. 
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Untitled 
by C. Beth Crelia 


Mists cling to the ’scape throughout the night 
Surrounding all in an aura of moonlight 
Wafting on earthen clouds 


And your eyes more luminous than the mists 


Oh, window to your soul, sleep not 
Never screen your passion 
Divulge your every fear, hope, dream, desire 


Nighttide maketh whole 
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MOTHER EARTH SISTER MOON by Shaun C. Marshall 





Mercury 
by Rhett Frazier 


The Person 
Below 


by G. Paul Ray 


There is no such animal 

as a human being 
Vaporized to the inconceivable 
Condensed and reConceived by turns, 
of Spirit within and without the flesh 
Flesh within and without the spirit 
Brewed all in this cauldron man. 


Now Internal fuels crossfire 

into heartbeat Combustion, 

the body coughs on its metal skeleton, 
and the Engine kicks over. 


So I drive down farmroads 

to the heartland’s milk and honey, 
Sundownaheadandthedawnbehindme, 
Her Night Cavern yet to slip through: 
Slow Miscarriage of Mother Earth. 


And premature I speed 

to catch my breath, 

Wrestle and kick to be born, 
Weaving in and out of being 
like Mercury in Her Womb. 


A ShadowForm cast, 
At length, 
Along the granite 
of the gothic 
Ledge 
With drizzle and 
Fizzle in a place 
Where perhaps a face 
Should grace 
This ShadowForm cast, 
At length, 
Along its perch 
It spits its 
Pledge 
Upon the place beneath, 
The person below, 
Who, with smiling face, 
Despite a disgrace 
Of a shadowless pace, 
Seeks his estranged 
Shadow: 
His darker 
Self. 





PAT 





5 Yesterday, in the morning, there was mist. 
Veils 


It touched me like a veil—I was caressed— 
; : Mist fuzzed up the edges of the trees, 

by Charline Wallis And softly Bea - sorrows, not assessed, 
Because denied—so laughter is a veil? 
I’ve other veils for ego, loss and fear 
Which, like Christo’s work, conceal the sharp details, 
Muffling my pain, forestalling my tear. 
The veils have covered me thickly one by one. 
They’re bright and soft, so I haven't minded. 
I was protected. But when I turned to 
Seek the light, I found that I was blinded. 
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a VEILS: GETTING ACQUAINTED by Charline Wallis 





To an Addict 
by Dixie Schaitberger 


Untitled 
by Robert O. Jenkins 





There cannot be a shadow without a shaft of lighter hue. 
Without the night the sun could not begin each day anew. 
Without internal struggles, would we recognize true peace; 
Without the strife of daily life, appreciate release? 


For each of life’s long shadows, however dark they seem to be, 
A shaft of light must travel at its side; it’s there to see! 

So would you rather look into the darkness of the night, 

Or focus on the brightness to its left or to its right? 


The life you choose to lead is in your care, in your control; 
And you can choose the shadows or the sunlight for your soul! 
However tough your problems are, they are not here to stay; 


But only you possess the power to make them go away. 


And she left of her own devices 
Humming in the cool winds 
Chiming the bells of sorrow 
Lonely beats of coursing blood 





Counting numbers by loaves and butter 
Up into blue skies frayed and scratched 


Raw meats tendered currency 


Dependents upon the state of sobriety 


Cold fresh water into grounds 
Soil cultivated and refined 
She returns 


I Find Sunlight in Memories 


Ten years ago I lost a very special 
friend. No one will ever come close 
to filling his place in my heart and 
life. Even today I find myself 
missing him so badly that tears fill 
my eyes and I begin sinking down 
into the dark emotions of anger 
and hurt. Knowing that this friend 
would not want me to stay buried 
in those feeling, I begin to dig 
myself out of the darkness—using 
the tools he left me. 

As I struggled to find words to 
express the gratitude we felt for the 
flowers and memorials sent in his 
name, I remembered a thank you 
letter he had once helped me write. 
It was to the local post office. Out 
of 20-some-odd letters, they chose 
mine to publish in their monthly 
newsletter. That was a proud time 
for both of us. 


by Debra Driver Perkins 


He was not there for the birth of 
my third child. I felt terribly 
cheated. He had been there when 
my first child and my second child 
were born. I remembered how the 
expression on his face reflected the 
celebration in his heart. I had to 
smile as I thought about how he 
would have felt had he been there 
at that moment. 

He missed the time my oldest 
daughter made her singing debut 
in church and later when she gave 
an outstanding performance in a 
Christmas musical at school. His 
face would have beamed with 
pride. I know, because that is what 
happened every time he saw me 
sing. 

He will not be there in 
December when I finally get my 
college degree, but if he were, I 


know he would be a leader in my 
cheering section. He was always 
leading the cheers in all my 
accomplishments. As I take my 
diploma I know a tear will fall 
because he is not there to share yet 
another happy moment with me. 
Friends give us special memories 
of special times. Memories that will 
stay with us long after those friends 
are gone. Those memories are the 
tools which can help pull us up, out 
of the darkest depths of emotions. 
Those memories, like sunlight, 
brighten our lives. Fhere are many 
other people who hold their own 
special place in my heart, but no 
one can ever take the place of 
Daddy. Thank you, Daddy, for 
those bright, warm memories. 
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The Trees 
of Life 


by Stuart Clark 


30 








UNTITLED by Philip Easton 


Once grand and green, they were all that I could see. 
Now mere shadows of what I think a tree should be. 


The Oak, the Sweetgum, the Maple and the Birch; 
Have yielded all their color just so snow may perch, 


High up in their branches; how calm it makes me feel. 
The muffled sound of laughter across an open field, 


Creates a pang of sadness, yet a smile shows on my face. 
It must be childhood memories just trying to keep the pace, 


With all that seems to happen, as years go rolling by. 
It's strange how life continues, while we don’t even try. 


Yet when we step to question, why or how this has occurred 
Nature seems to answer, as if she never heard. 


*) 


And time keeps moving forward, relentless in its task; 
To turn our dreams to memories and future to the past. 


Then suddenly I realize, and I can end my search. 
The answer’s like the seasons, and I am like the Birch. 
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Standing against the sky crowded with the passing fancy of the passerby 
Wheels 


Shadows vaguely concealing oft repeated phrasings of jazz saxophone 
and mistresses 


e e 
v4 hirring Politically leaning against lampposts and other well-heeled businessmen 
Soft somber smell of pool tables and the occasional drink brought 


Worrisome upon them 


by their own evil phantasms linger like lieutenants in waiting rooms 
h R h 0 b . vacant save for the inescapable wailing infantry 
"y overt VU. Jen ZnS Across the vertigo of manned spacecraft to the rarity of financial comfort 


He travelled distance as yet unmeasured by boundaries of time and 
kindred emotions enravelled, 


Rested for periods unbeknownst to many but understood by all who cared 
to listen. 


Voluminous boxes and numerous volumes of data processed for 
consumption in bite-sized 


portions deleted for more effective use of mass hysteria to follow. 


Pandemic spread of oleo margarine as the coldness of war came to 
resounding close 


And fear of election to responsibility overtook him in the dimming glare 
of now 


of now ruined fortifications. 
Isolation carefully sought adds to reputation 
as slowly sinking from the weight of ensuring fame 
He constructed the sophistic realities and left for an elevation higher but 


far more difficult to prove. 
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My Grandfather 
by Mary K. Covington 


Before my feet had even touched 
the ground of our destination, I 
found myself dreading the sweet 
sadness of ‘‘good-bye.’ Never- 
theless, we traveled down the 
narrow, winding road in the midst 
of a hot, summer day. Flowers were 
blooming and the trees were fully 
dressed in various colors of green, 
but the red clay of the earth was 
what attracted me to Oklahoma. 
Suddenly, there it was—standing 
before me with open arms—this 
cozy, little house welcoming me 
home, very much a part of this red 
earth. 

We made it a custom to visit this 
lovely place at least twice a year 
and I had spent the last three years 
of my life following this routine. 
Actually it was not I who was 
returning home, but rather my 
boyfriend was. For it was his grand- 
parents that we were visiting; it was 
his home. 

As I got out of the car, a cool 
breeze ran its wispy fingers through 
my long, blonde hair. The shaded 
interior of the car gave way to the 
brilliance of sunlight. At that 
moment, it seemed as if this day 
was like no other. It was a day filled 
with life. Birds sang sweet melodies 
of love, butterflies danced gracefully 
over the endless bouquet of flowers. 
It was this day that would linger in 
the most sacred chambers of my 
memory. 

I had never experienced the joy 
of having a grandfather. I am 
certain now that fate played a hand 
in my destiny. If it were not for 
such a fate, I probably would not 
have held Grandpa Bruce so closely 
to my heart. 

He was a lovely man. Standing at 
a height of about five feet, four 
inches, he walked with a cane. He 
was a handsome man with a full 


head of wavy, black hair. We would 
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always find him in the living room, 
sitting in his favorite reclining chair 
which was strategically placed by 
the fireplace. 

Oh, how I loved to sit on that 
fireplace next to him and listen to 
all of his wonderful stories. He had 
lived a full life and wanted to share 
all of it with us. It seemed like 
every one of his stories had a 
punch line. There was not a second 





that went by when a smile did not 
graze my face. He had been a 
Marine, a senator, a schoolteacher, 
a father, a husband and a 
grandfather. 

I figured he looked upon me as 
just another young girl dating his 
favorite grandson. I looked upon 
him as everything I ever wanted in 
a grandfather. 

This particular day, he had 





FORGOTTEN MEMORIES by Betsy Haynes 





entranced us by stories of his days 
as a senator. In the middle of his 
reminiscence, he would pause to let 
out a hearty laugh, filling the entire 
house with joy, and then continue 
with his recollection of the past. In 
his house, laughter grew like 
wildflowers. 

I remember the way he looked at 
me that day. It was his way of 
saying that he accepted and loved 
me. In his mind, as in ours, 
Grandpa Bruce knew that I would 
someday marry his grandson. It 
was a comforting feeling to know 
he loved me like his own 
granddaughter. 

I had myself a grandfather. It was 
a feeling like no other. Happiness 
filled my heart and captured my 
soul. I was not quite sure why I 
deserved such an honor and 


One hundred years after my 
maternal grandmother Amanda 
Cresmer McGrail made her first 
quilt, I pieced and quilted my first 
quilt. I was thirty years older than 
Amanda had been when I began 
my quilt, a sampler I named 
Perseverance, which I made for 
pleasure, relaxation and satisfaction 
of creative design. Amanda made 
her quilt, a pattern of half-inch 
squares called Sunshine and 
Shadow, to fend the chill of the cold 
Illinois winter of 1889 and to learn 
the art of sewing. 

Most young girls of the late 
1800s learned skills involving 
manual dexterity for household 
chores such as sewing, pea-shelling, 
corn-husking or cow-milking. 
Sewing handiwork included 
embroidery, quilt piecing and 
making clothes—skills used for 
nest building when young women 
married. People in Grandmother's 
time respected frugal homemakers 





blessing, but nevertheless, I 
accepted it without question. Oh, 
what a life this was... 

The shadows began to fall. Once 
darkness begins to steal sunlight, it 
gains velocity until utter blackness 
is accomplished. I realized that 
time there was growing short. Our 
visit was almost over. The dreaded 
‘good-bye’ was creeping upon us. 
My boyfriend reached over and 
hugged his grandpa. Grandpa 
Bruce told him to be good and stay 
out of trouble. He always told him 
how proud he was. 

It was my turn. I reached over 
and hugged my newly acclaimed 
grandfather, and told him to take 
care of himself. It was always so 
hard to say good-bye. Hand in 
hand, my handsome boyfriend and 
I left this sacred house and all of 


the happiness that went with it. 
Shadows were now obsolete, total 
blackness had taken over the hands 
of time. 

That was the last time I ever saw 
my grandfather. Sometimes, it 
seems like he was only a wonderful 
fantasy created by a little girl 
longing for a grandfather to call her 
own. Yet, he was real. He began as 
a dream and ended as a reality. 
Tears cannot make up for the loss 
that I feel in my heart. I miss him 
dearly. Often times, I imagine him 
in heaven, playing his fiddle for all 
to enjoy. I do not think he ever 
realized exactly how much he 
meant to me. He symbolized the 
one thing that I was deprived of as 
a little girl—a grandfather. 


Amanda’s Quilts 


by Gayle Reece 


who recycled any fabrics such as 
flour sacks, worn-out clothing or 
old curtains. Grandmother 
Amanda possessed this trait and 
seldom used newly-purchased 
fabric in any of her quilts. Cotton 
fabric cost ten cents per yard in 
1888, but pennies to the cobbler’s 
children were few and far between. 
When Amanda or her siblings 
received pennies from their Papa 
they were spent on luxuries like ice 
cream sodas or lacy handkerchiefs. 
Throughout her lifetime Amanda 
continued to piece quilt tops and 
quilt them with her friends. The 
desire to save and recycle every 
fabric scrap never left her. Amanda 
worked all day in a laundry, ironed 
for neighbors at night, kept 
chickens and rabbits and tended a 
vegetable garden so her large family 
would be well fed. Amanda made 
many patchwork quilts and string- 
tied woolen comforters during her 
78-year lifespan. Her quilts 


adorned each bed and kept her 
family warm for many years. 

Amanda pieced her last quilt 
top, a design called Irish Chain, 
with mostly pink scraps. The 
squares measured two inches, 
instead of the one-half inch squares 
of her childhood quilt, larger 
perhaps due to her failing eyesight. 
She paid a neighbor three dollars to 
quilt it for her plus an extra fifty 
cents for the binding to complete 
it. | fondly remember my grand- 
mother, with snips of scraps 
clinging to her old black sweater, as 
she sewed the fabric pieces together 
for that quilt while sitting by the 
bedroom fireplace of the house 
where I now live. 

A complete quilt of Amanda's 
did not survive to the 1980s. We 
used them until they were worn out 
and threadbare. By the time 
Amanda’s seven children left home, 
quilts were not in style and most of 
her children did not want those old 
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quilts in their new homes. Instead 
they preferred a new aqua chenille 
bedspread from Sears and Roebuck 
and stored Amanda's quilts out of 
sight in the basement linen closet. 

No one ever thought to save and 
cherish Grandmother’s quilts. 
Family members eventually recycled 
the quilts, newly-titled as rags, and 
kept them in a car or garage for an 
emergency such as throwing over a 
refrigerator which needed to be 
moved. Now the love that Amanda 
had stitched into her quilts was 
wrapped around the golf clubs or 
tossed over the table saw instead of 
hiding in the linen closet. 

I own two remnants of Amanda’s 
handiwork legacy: one each from 
her first and last quilts. Of the few 
remaining sections from her first 
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quilt, I inherited a few dozen of the 
several thousand half-inch squares 
of scrap fabric in a section that the 
nimble-fingered, then eight-year-old 
Amanda handpieced. Amanda kept 
this first, favorite quilt with her 
through many moves between 
Texas, California and Oregon until 
her death in 1958. 

The Sunshine and Shadow 
pattern consists of same-size 
squares radiating from the center 
outward in a light-and-dark, 
repeated-color sequence. The 
design made the quilt dance with 
its contrasting colored fabrics side- 
by-side, resembling autumn leaves 
falling from trees. Today I proudly 
display my framed remnants over 
my antique oak bed which is 
warmed by my own recently- 


On the 
Untying of 
Knots; Or, 
Flickers in 
a Classroom 


by Noamie Byrum 


finished quilt. 

Amanda’s children produced 11 
grandchildren, 22 great-grandchil- 
dren and, so far, 15 great-great- 
grandchildren. 

Two granddaughters, my sister 
and I, carry on the tradition of 
making quilts for love and warmth. 
These quilts of handmade love will 
continue Grandmother Amanda’s 
legacy into the year 2000—a span 
of three centuries—and will 
provide future McGrail descen- 
dants with the same warmth and 
love Amanda passed on to me. I 
only ask that these descendants 
keep the new quilts in the sunshine 
of their homes, not in the shadows 
of a dusty garage. 


From The Teacher: 
They know 
that I know 
that they don’t know, 
but they don’t know 
that I don’t know 
what they know 
and may never. 


I know 

that they know 

that I don’t know 

what it is exactly 

that they want to know 
although, if I did, 

I might know it. 


They know 

that they know 

that they need to know 
some of the things 

that I know, 

but those are the 
things that I know 
that they have to find out 
and not just know, 

if they really 

want to know. 


Windows 
by Marilyn Coler 


The first seven years of a child’s 
life can be difficult enough for the 
child and the family, but when 
those first seven years are plagued 
with one little illness after another, 
sometimes it seems as though 
abnormality will be the norm. 

When the doctor announced 
that our third child was a boy, I 
knew our family was complete. We 
had two very precious girls and 
now a very precious boy. Family 
and friends shared our happiness. 
We named our son Scott and we 
dreamed about the things he would 
do. We had big dreams for him and 
his place in the world—the same 
kind of dreams all parents have for 
their sons. All was right with the 
world. 

When Scott was only two 
months old, he began having 
problems. At that early age he had 
his first ear infection. As long as we 
kept him on antibiotics and anti- 
histamines, his ears were okay, but 
discontinue the medication and the 
infection started all over again. 

When he was eight months old, 
we took Scott to a specialist who 


Daylight comes after dark 
easing over sill, 

poking at all, 

penetrating and revealing. 
Timidly clouds play, 
passing in front, 
shadowing, graying 

the pattern on the floor. 
No lines. No shapes. 

Dull sameness 

innocently passing away. 
Daylight reborn, 

pressing forward, 
straining for definition, 
brightening, warming, illuminating 
the pattern on the floor. 


Cycles 


by Debra Driver Perkins 


put tubes in his ears. The 
procedure required a general 
anesthesia, but it took care of the 
problem. Unfortunately the tubes 
fell out about eight months later. 
Two more months of ear infections 
convinced us that we should repeat 
the procedure. This time the tubes 
stayed in long enough to correct the 
problem and, when Scott was two 
and one-half years old, the doctor 
told us that we had licked the 
problem. Once again, all was right 
with the world. 

Exactly one year later, Scott woke 
up early one morning and tried to 
come to me. When he tried to 
stand up, his right leg would not 
support him. He yelled. I picked 
him up and we rocked for the next 
four hours. 

Finally, it was time to get the rest 
of the family started on their day. 
Moving Scott as little as possible, I 
got him ready to go to the doctor. 
We saw the doctor at nine o'clock 
and by ten o'clock we were in the 
hospital in isolation. They did not 
know what it was. It might be 
contagious; it might be juvenile 


rheumatoid arthritis! By six o'clock 
that night Scott was once again 
under general anesthesia and 
undergoing surgery on his right 
hip. Weeks later, after five different 
doctors, the problem went away just 
as mysteriously as it had appeared. 
All was right with the world. 

A few months later, Scott had his 
fourth birthday. We began noticing 
that he walked on his toes and 
stumbled a great deal. The 
pediatrician referred us to an 
orthopedic surgeon. Just four 
months after his fourth birthday, he 
had surgery to lengthen both of his 
Achilles’ tendons. So, for the fourth 
time, Scott was put under general 
anesthesia. After six weeks of both 
legs being in casts from his toes to 
his knees, he began walking much 
better. Again, all was right with the 
world. 

Then came the suggestion that 
Scott’s speech was not “age 
appropriate.’ After testing and 
consultation with a speech 
therapist and other professionals, 
Scott began therapy sessions. The 
general feeling was that, due to the 
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ear problems the first few years of 
his life, Scott had not heard sound 
clearly and this had delayed his 
ability to reproduce those sounds. 
It was also believed that the 
frequent use of general anesthesia 
had contributed to developmental 
delays. Six months later we were 
told that he was not ready to begin 
kindergarten with other five year 
olds. 

Strange words began to appear 
when the professionals talked about 
Scott. “Learning disabled,’ 
“cognitive delays,’ “‘visual- 
perceptual delays” and “‘gross and 
fine motor delays’ are just some of 
the new terms we were hearing. 

It was time to find out what 
these terms meant. I talked to 
friends and relatives and, since my 
husband was encouraging me to go 
to college to prepare for a career, I 
decided that education would be a 
good field. By now I was totally 
intrigued with public education. 

The professionals listened 
politely and then totally 
disregarded everything I said. They 
put Scott in a program that 
appeared okay on the surface, but 
was not in Scott’s best interest. All 
was not right with the world, and I 
was beginning to believe it never 
would be again. 

As I began the second half of my 
education, we had the opportunity 
to move to another school district. 
As soon as was legally possible, the 
new school removed the “‘learning 
disabled” label and put Scott in a 
more challenging atmosphere. 

We were ecstatic at this fresh 
enthusiasm. I was anxious to see if 
my recommendations would help. 
The professionals with whom we 
were now working, listened to, 
considered and even employed 
some of my ideas. Some of them 
worked out, but not all. At least we 
now felt that the professionals were 
working to find out how the 
‘system’ could best help Scott. 

It has been a long, hard pull thus 
far, but Scott turned seven last 
March. In August he started first 
grade. The teachers and counselors 
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are well aware that Scott needs a 
little extra help, but that he’s not 
“learning disabled:’ His teacher 
puts a lot of energy and enthusiasm 
in her instruction. Scott is learning 
the processes of addition and 
subtraction, how to write his own 
story and how to be the normal, 
okay, everyday kid that he ts. 

Not long after Scott began first 
grade he brought home a book. He 
sat down beside me, and very pain- 
stakingly read each word in the first 
story. Four times he read the story, 
and each time the words flowed 
more easily into sentences. I 








reached for a tissue and Scott 
looked up and saw the tears in my 
eyes. 

“Why are you crying, Mommy?” 
he asked me. 

“Oh, Scott, you read me a 
story!’ I said softly as I gave him a 
warm hug. 

He looked up at me, half- 
bewildered—half-compassionate, 
and as he returned my hug he said, 
“T’m going to be all right, 
Mommy.’ 

The sun is shining brightly again 
on Scott’s future and, once again, 
all is right with the world. 


SONLIGHT by Bunny Heckmann 
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